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Foreword 


Poetry is a form of communication with the soul. 


Poetry is something that will not die no matter how much you write. I thought I'd finished 
everything in six collections of poems, but the poem refused to leave me, so I'm picking up 
the seventh anthology of poems again. 


As the flower of emotion was swinging in my mind, I reminded myself, now, let's move on to 
something else. I reasoned that the compositions that would come in the poem were just my 
repetitions. But poetry is not something that can be written willingly or not. Just as if we are 
told not to die, we will die, but if we are dead, we will live; that is how poetry is written, as 
long as we live. I have considered poetry as my pulse. I believe creation to be the soul. If 
someone tries to meet or touch me, I meet them in poetry; I meet them at the level of the soul. 


During the devastating earthquake in Nepal in April 2015, I had already completed the first 
half of a collection of poems. In 2021, when the second wave of corona covid 19 pandemic 
hit Nepal, our situation worsened significantly. The pain of natural disasters and the country's 
poor governance compelled me to add a composition that took the shape of the collection. So 
I thought it would be appropriate to wrap the feeling of a decade in a wreath. 


Bal Bahadur's story is also included in this selection, which is much older than the 2015 
earthquake. Its character as a porter may surprise today's generation. Until the twentieth 
century, Nepalis had to travel in the mountains primarily by Dhakar/Bamboo basket on the 
back. Today's generation has never witnessed brave men! Because motor roads have now 
reached the villages. Vehicles now transport items that porters used to carry on their backs, 
such as rice, salt, oil, clothes, and so on. See, for example, a pedal route from Dharan to 
Sanguri Bhanjyang, the cliff and height of Dhankuta Tekunala, and the summits of Tinjure, 
Gufapokhri, Gorjatar, and Maiwa Dobhan. Today, Bal Bahadur, his travel companion Dhakar 
basket, and Tokma stick disappeared. Bal Bahadur's geography and appearance, however, 
have changed. They are currently feeding camels and ploughing the deserts. The colour and 
scent of those Bal Bahadurs' toil and sweat remain the same, even though he has abandoned 
the Dhakers' loads. As a result, I placed this poem in this collection carefully. 


Since the year 2020, the Covid-19 Corona epidemic has been raging in the world. The second 
wave came to Nepal almost a year after the first wave. The situation where the patients in the 
hospital did not get beds and oxygen. People were in pain from the start, and the patients’ 
pressure made the healthcare system unstable. The political party, the populace, and the 
government all blamed one another for their failure once it was too late for appropriate 
treatment and care. The political party in Nepal's government lacked any theoretical support. 
Instead of focusing on the rights and interests of the populace, they were preoccupied with 
the interests of the party, its leaders, and its workers. As a result, the government got stuck in 
a quagmire of discord. The people did not find a place to trust and became lonely and 
helpless. Thus, the country's existence is in crisis, which added to the concern. In this way, it 
is natural that the shadow of the uncertain cloud over the country falls on the poem. 
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When the journey of poetry writing reached this point, I introspected. I self-reviewed the 
effectiveness and sentimentality of my compositions. Thus, I evaluated the thoughts, feelings 
and craft expressed in the poem. I also compared my works with contemporary poetry. For 
that, I put myself on the poet's wave. I find myself being swept up in the poets' tidal wave. 
Poetry symposiums and poets were all unfamiliar concepts to me. I went for a walk around 
the literary market and the surrounding region. The scholarly atmosphere, like Nepal's 
politics, was poisoned. I am sorry that I didn't find this literary field as sacred as I had hoped 
when I started writing. 


I pursued literary creation and academic studies simultaneously. I read myself through the 
glasses of anthropology and psychology and turned my eyes to the world. I found a strange 
fact that no one can understand. During my studies, I found poetry and meditation/Jokhana 
comparable. Shaman/DhamiJhakri can communicate with the soul or God. To gain 
supernatural powers and impress others, the shaman performs strange activities. He presents 
himself in various moods by wearing extra clothing. He has the power of poetry and 
psychology. While looking at meditation/Jokhana, he enters a semi-conscious and 
unconscious state. It is the perspective of shamanism, animism, anthropology, and 
psychology. A shaman squeezes through the culture, psychology, mind, and soul chain. 
Similarly, a poet stirs emotions in his heart before putting an image into creation. However, 
the poet's feelings and attachment to the soul are relatively superficial compared to the 
Shaman's insight. 


Now let's comment on the style of poets and artists. An artist prefers to grow hair, while a 
poet also likes to grow a beard. An artist wants to hang jewelled coils in his ears, whereas a 
poet prefers to smoke, drink, and sit in a serious posture. Poets and artists' behaviour appears 
anti-social in some ways, but they never tire of claiming to show society the way. 


Society's attitude towards poets and artists is more exciting. Society considers poets and 
artists more as characters or means of entertainment. The market also finds art as a 
commodity. It also puts poets and artists on the same level. That is why the state also 
manages the poets and artists by giving them money, prizes, and recognition. The behaviour 
of the state and society has interfered with the creation of literature and the writer's role. 
Today's market not only ignores poets’ creative talent but also encourages them to write 
marketable materials. By displaying a lollipop of reward and opportunity, the market players 
ask the creator to sing or write praises in the name of power and projected character and 
values. In this way, poets, artists, and creations have become objects today. With money, 
power, and access, anyone has become a writer by climbing the ladder of the sly creator. 
Readers today have a hard time distinguishing the real author from the fake author. That is 
why I cannot trust the literature available in the market today. 


There are many questions in my mind that I am constantly searching for answers to. While 
studying science, literature, culture, anthropology, and psychology, my curiosity has calmed 
down at a certain level. I also became aware of the source of a certain kind of power while 
writing poetry. In short, I found the energy and power generated within me comparable to the 
art and power of shamans. I have no hesitation in this; I am proud. This poetry is akin to a 
Shaman's insight. No one likes to compare the power of an ancient character shaman to the 
poetry of a poet who has received a degree in modern education from a university. But my 
study and analysis say that the poet is the younger brother of shamans/Dhamizhakri. 
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Shaman's poetry, i.e. supernatural power, led to the creation of folklore, folksong, Chant and 
culture. Modern literature is built based on mythology and folk literature. Therefore, denying 
the existence of an ancient poet or Shaman, who laid the foundation of contemporary 
literature, is a sign of ignorance. Ignoring the importance of shamanism in societal evolution 
also indicates anthropological illiteracy. No one can reach the level of mind, spirit, soul, and 
God without the spiritual and metaphysical vision or power adopted by shamans. A shaman 
performs fruitless deeds and does not expect money and name. Just as a shaman is satisfied 
when others happily give, I should also be happy with the readers' wishes. Therefore, the life 
philosophy of the Shaman and his practice are an attraction, standard, and ideal for me. 
Shaman's philosophy of life is one of my favourite ideals. 


I also realized that no matter how modern a poet thinks he is, he can never be as great as 
shamans. The contemporary poet has been able to do only one side of the way the Shaman 
swims in the soul by playing with emotions at the level of fundamental wisdom. Shaman has 
selflessly invested his life in society. Today, we only find huts when looking for any village 
shaman's house. They do not hope for any position, money, and prestige by singing the songs 
of any ruler and power. Their guru says that your knowledge does not work for you; it only 
works for others. Could you not use it to harm others? That is his life philosophy. But the 
poet's pen is self-centered and selfish. Whatever the poet does, he does it for self-pleasure, 
position, money, and prestige. However, joy, happiness, and selfishness are secondary in the 
life of shamans. Although the means and practices of Shaman and poet look similar, their 
goals differ. 


The knowledge of the Shaman comes from the mouth as speech. That is their strength. Their 
meditation is a sort of service to others. They never know how to use selfish ink. That is why 
we believe that God has descended on them. Whether one believes it or not, the shaman 
tradition is hidden in the roots of this society. We poets have only learned a little of him 
today. To be honest, poets have stolen shaman’s art. That's why I do not hesitate to short 
when I consider myself a poet. I have shared this theory in my poems. 


Poems, short compositions, and songs are collected in this poetry compilation. There are 
depictions of the village and descriptions of the country in this collection of poems. Both 
natural and artificial disasters have revealed beautiful and distorted thoughts and feelings 
about life and the world. In the poem, Rasa and Alankar are used from the perspective of 
Eastern rhetoric. Abhidha, Lakshana, and Vyanjana are found in the word power of poetry. 
The composition presents existentialist, surrealist, and postmodernist voices and styles from a 
western perspective. Yet, poetry can also convey life-giving messages. 


Some of the works collected in it have already been published in the media. However, in 
response to comments from readers, I updated it in the anthology. Thank you. 


Dr. Nawa Raj Subba 


Biratnagar, Nepal. 
2022 
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The beach whispering 


My love, I'm drowning in life and the rain! 

Try your best not to cry. 

Stop the river from running. 

I want you to get something to drink because I'm thirsty. 
Just a little water. 

Please don't let me be alone at the seaboard. 


Yesterday I was rocky, but today I am sand. 

I bathed in the river of love yesterday, 

and today, I'm parched. 

Yesterday, the wind had no impact on my speed. 
I'm flying dust in the cyclone right now, 

and I've turned into unwanted dust for someone. 
Stop the air, please! 

I want to breathe deeply. 

Keep it out of this buggy, 

alone and unattended. 


There is much death on this beach. 

The eyes of the suicide seeker are deep in the river 

I even saw a happy couple dancing with me. 

I also saw the belly of the one who picked me up 

If I, too, jump into this river 

What do those workers eat, who kept me going all day? 
They stay up late in the evening 

Leaning on my chest 

Funerals of lives are taking place. 

An undercurrent is attempting to blow me away in the midst of this. 
Stop the blast! 

I will confront silence once. 

Now, may tragedy never visit this bank Alone, 

like Iam. 

i 
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Current 


You gave me knowledge. 

But alas, you made me ignorant. 

The achievement was given as a gift but 
You lost in return 

What went wrong? 

You showed everything at once 

Show the world but sad 

You have blinded me. 


I don't know you 

I can't understand what it is 

I don't listen to my own words. 

I can't understand my work. 

I can't contain myself. 

Maybe willingly or unwillingly. 

Let's follow someone's lead! 

Did you go beyond your intentions? 
By touching the meaningless compass 
Feel like a directionless destination! 


Otherwise, why today I suddenly 

I am in the middle of the sea. 

Where in the name of ringing 

I am forgetting the rhythm and playing the flute. 
I am swimming in the waves created by others. 
Washing away the past and polluting the future, 
In this way, 

I am washing the present hand with a sea of tears. 
Hl 
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Shaman's Thoughts 


Hi, poem! 

Are you just a top-tier entertainer? 

Why are you obsessed with flowers, 

desire, youth, intoxication, or abstraction? 

Why do you prefer difficult to simple language? 
Do you know where you were born? 

Who were you born for, and why were you born? 
Have you thought about it? 


Oh, my beloved contemporary poet! 

In the poem, you draw your girlfriend's face. 

You fill the composition with the shape of your hungry desire. 

Have you ever heard a marginalized witch's cries? 

Have you found Santhal's song, Chepang, who lost his homeland on Earth? 
Have you shown concern about the suffering of Rohingya and Bhutanese refugees? 
Have you painted Corona Covid-19's cry? 

Did you witness the people's hopes of being washed away by floods yearly? 
The author has gone missing. 

compose a biography about the landslide-affected family 

How can a nacked painting of a star be seen 

from an earthquake-damaged house's roof? 

My emotion is the universe, and my self-reflection is agony. 

Flowers make you emotional, and you fall in love with nature. 

But that enjoyment is exclusively meant for you. 

Yes, you understand what I mean. 

And you cultivate letters solely for your self-gain. 


Yes, I am an old model. 

An integral character of ancestors, the Shaman 

In simple language, I am your neighbour, Dhamizhakri. 
You don't know me yet 

I am a poet of ancient poetic nature. 

I am the soul's and the entire world's light. 

I frequently visit the soul, and spirit is my daily routine. 
I have a habit of talking to them. 

I compose songs, I sing, but that is not mine. 

I play music and dance, not for fun. 

Just to take away the pain of others. 

I play poetry and poetry. 


You rejoice in your joy. 

I delighted in the happiness of others as an achievement. 
You tell your own story 

And you do it for your benefit. 

You win prizes; you seek to honour 

I don't expect that 
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I have the art of living life to teach. 

The victim's family has a sad heart 

In joy and rhythm above selfishness and selfishness 
I connect with the world by singing the song of soul 
When you're scratching something for fun 

When you are selfishly singing a sweet song 

While celebrating poetry in the group 

While clapping in every poem 

I said here 

In the rhythm of the heartbeat 

Pulling a long sigh of sigh 

Revolving around the sad soul 

I'm worried 

I'm looking for a fortune. 

Of a suffering Man. 


Forgive me 

O poet who chases after name and value 

I don't need any name fragrance. 

I don't even have to do it for the sake of honour. 
Although I have swollen eyes 

Science has performed the surgery. 

Now I see life and the world. 

I don't prescribe any witchcraft. 

I will not allow them to be unjust anymore. 


A man arrived here with the spirit of my song Song. 
and poetry have become witnesses of the soul, 

and my epic has linked the past and the present. 
Remember, as long as there is a soul, 

I will dwell on Earth. 

Tell me nothing about your pen; 

I don't mind because I'm still living. 

I am confident that I have never used selfish ink. 

Hl 
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Hello! Sapiens 


Oh, wonderful people! 

You made us the sheep. 

You turned people into goats. 

On the walkways, people walk. 

You constructed walls and barbed wire. 

But we never built enough bridges to cross those crowded roads. 
Not even beautiful flowers were hung in the skies by us. 


Temple and mosque appear taller than the folks 

You constructed a monastery and a church 

But when you touch and feel them 

There are many artificial lines of discrimination on the ground. 
People are heading in every direction to walk. 

They argue and fight each other, claiming their heights 

You made innocent people a refugee based on faith and face. 
Thus, Some went east, while some went west. 


Oh, you bosses! 

You deceived people. 

You turned them into worthless rats. 

The cat was promoted to the position of ruler. 

He keeps playing about and killing people like a rodent. 

where the power squeezes and sips on the tears of the populace 
Wild cats have evolved into selfish wolves. 

They are constantly engaging in power struggles. 

To be saved, people are always following them. 

Power is a game of hiding and seeking for everyone. 


Sheep and goats come out of the cage, but ironically 

They cannot live freely and have no desire to be free. 

Only on the green grass on the ground 

They are constantly grazing and looking for life and shadow. 
They are delighted about it. 

The advantage of having the same tendency in people 

A few elite individuals profit from the sufferings of others. 


Oh, shameful, man! 

You changed people into other things. 

You made us like goats and sheep. 

We are compelled to bow down on the ground. 

Because of you, people are always hungry and thirsty followers. 
| 
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Bal Bahadur's life narrative 


Bal Bahadur hasn't had a chance, 

To examine himself in the mirror yet. 

The appearance isn't well cared for. 

While seeking citizenship one day, 

At the time he took the photograph 

In the mirror, he smiled at himself. 

Another fingerprint was found on the ledger. 

Examining one's photo on a citizenship certificate 

He smiled when he saw his picture with the official seal. 
He didn't appear to be laughing after that. 


When is it appropriate to laugh for him? 
The heavy basket is always resting on his back. 


He is constantly sweating from the weight of his responsibilities. 


Merchants’ debt has remained a burden. 

Bal Bahadur occasionally exhibits this temperament. 
He beats the ox when he becomes tense. 

He later, regrettably, smiles. 

offers massages to both the ox and himself 


In Bal Bahadur citizenship, 

this happens now and then. 

He repeatedly examines his photograph. 

In the photograph, he was a hero. 

He imagines himself as the character from a history book. 
In the mirror, though, he appears to be rather lovely. 

But on the other hand, he informs no one 

and does not express his emotions. 

Nobody, not even his wife. 

He arrives at the cliff's crest 

with his enormous and hefty basket on the way. 

He clutches the basket with a Tokma stick 

once he reaches the peak. 

He then takes a deep breath and makes the sound of Kululu. 
He announces to the river he has already crossed, 

"Look Tambar River, I've arrived here on the hilltop!" 


A sigh escapes the lips. 

Today, the force is fading from Bal Bahadur's body. 

His official photograph 

has begun to make fun of him 

Occasionally, in the wife's luggage mirror 

He glances at himself, notices the shadow, and notices more. 
Bal Bahadur sees with his eyes, nose, and yellow teeth. 

He chuckles to himself and is ashamed of himself, 

But he does not question anyone. 

What was the source of his deformed expression? 
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What a bizarre image this is. 


In this manner 

At the foot of Mount Everest, he was born one day. 
He walked with the story and lived with the suffering. 
He observed many beauties, even imperfections. 

He may have died several times while alive, 

But he is still alive. 

He screamed and laughed inside Bal Bahadur 

As if it were Mount Everest. 

Bal Bahadur, my Everest. 
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Dance of the Earthquake 


Faith's sky is now in ruins. 

The Walking Ground is now at a lower level. 

There are collapsed houses that are preventing the sun and rain. 
Then, unexpectedly, an earthquake dances all around us. 

That put a stop to our breathing, and many souls flew off. 

See, even the walls of many ancient buildings, 

like temples and monasteries, are damaged. 


Children are admirably looking among these ruins 

for their books and pens, 

and I wish they would attend school. 

I also hope that when our relatives return from abroad, 
they will find their parents' pictures. 

May they rapidly wipe away their tears 

and discover fresh possibilities. 


Let's decide this jointly right now. 
Let's first remove the challenge's trash. 
Then let's raise the entire sky, 

then let's construct a new house. 

Then, finally, let's form a new nation. 


Even if Dharahara tower, our physical structure, has collapsed 
Our foundation of self-respect hasn't shifted. 
Whatever catastrophe is faced, 

mountains of pride and tenacity are built in the heart. 
We are currently stoking a lamp of peace for the dead. 
We Nepalese are confident that we communicate 

by igniting the candle of reverence in our hearts. 

We shall always maintain our smiles 

while experiencing pain 

as an Ajambari blossom does. 

iT 
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A Heart melted by Corona pandemic 


I am taking a look around. 

The Sun shines brightly while a cloud dances. 

Crops are cultivated on Earth, and flowers take their place. 
Birds flying in the sky as usual 

Monsoon does arrive. 

Floods and landslides are common occurrences. 

However, this time there was no notification. 

Corona's anarchy has arrived. 

There is now a pandemic ocean. 

Numerous dead remains are in line for funerals or cremations, 
and people with swollen eyes are lifting farewell hands. 

I am currently staying on my eyelid, and Shyng breathless 
Bending head, I can only post condolences on social media, 
To my dear relatives and friends in their images. 

In my heart, I am sorrowful. 


People's minds are currently soaked with tears. 

Corona Superstition's mistrust had absorbed the life. 

Many people hope to endure this period. 

Some people are saying OK by giving up hope for the future. 
However, people's life instincts ignore the Sun and rain, 

and they scatter along the road with empty bellies, 

ready to suffer anything. 

Even rural huts are suffering during this period. 


I'm looking out the window. 

I'm now screaming because I've gotten immobilized. 
I am unable to leave my residence. 

I'm alone myself, entirely alone. 


A mind, on the other hand, is always with the sweetheart. 
That is waiting for an airline ticket to arrive. 

When will the government dispatch the aircraft? 

I want to return home. 

I'm counting down the days till I can return home from abroad. 
Even if I must die, I could do so in my own country. 

Let us adopt it in our own country, 

To see the expressions on the faces of relatives. 

Let two drops of tears fall on the born soil, 

To feel the warmth of tears and relations. 

| | 
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New normal against Corona! 


At home, I'm fighting a pandemic. 

In a hospital bed, I'm fighting Covid corona. 
Good luck touching on mobile, 

I am rooting for you in the Corona War. 


The adversary has assailed our noses and hands. 

While we are breathing and touching, the enemy is with us. 
What a surprise that man became man's enemy, 

and God, too, is a man with helping hands. 

Corona, a single word, has become a source of anxiety. 
Covid is afflicting people all over the world. 


I've been trapped in a disease's vicious loop for a long time. 

I am now surrounded by disease, starvation, grief, and horror. 

The recording and reporting of vital data is a crucial challenge. 

I'm only keeping track of the number of deaths and days of lockdown. 


Even the survivors are forbidden from showing their faces. 
You are not permitted to even gaze at the dead body. 

It became challenging to adopt the funeral ritual. 

A new normal is required for the fight. 


Hi, hi 

Remember to put on a mask. 

Make it a practice to wash your hands. 

Let's not shake hands, say hello, okay, don't hug, don't hug. 

Remove crowds and maintain a physical distance from one another. 
Let's get into the habit of doing things online. 

Accept the most recent modern-day advancements as the new normal. 
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Earthquake and Newton's rebirth 


This time, too 
The Earthquake did not please 
those who are sick of life and ready to die. 


Instead, the Earthquake chose the blooming flowers. 

It destroyed buildings and crossed bridges. 

Death did not care about people's innocent walks. 

The Earthquake savagely trampled towns and villages. 

People died from suffocation outside their homes. 

The tragedy of suffocation ruined human existence everywhere. 
The Earthquake struck swiftly, destroying everything 

and forcing many to flee, leaving a lot of tears on their way. 


Oh! 

He has left; she has left! 

Those who must live are gone! 

Hello, Earthquake. 

I am greetings once more. 

I'm ready to pass away. 

It's terrifying, let's face it. 

How long do you need to worry about this? 

We all have access to the earth and an empty sky. 


I heard something. 

A disabled individual unexpectedly speaks during an earthquake. 
The paralyzed individual stands and walks. 

The sparkling stars shine brightly. 

I am looking for something around. 

Newton's rebirth, 

I await the knowledge of science and creation 

that comes with earthquakes. 
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A letter to an address in the desert 


Good morning, my friend! 

Beautiful memories 

I am fine here. 

Hopefully, you'll be pretty OK there. 

I'm going to write something else. 

Of course, I haven't seen it there. 

That is your dessert. 

However, after reading your post, I feel you are correct. 
Of course, that is right. 

It should be as dry as my chest. 

When I'm thirsty, where can I get a drink? 
Only tears have been observed. 

The desert takes me back to my childhood. 
There should be one side without flowers. 
Where the seeds of dreams sprout 

There are no flowers in bloom. 

There is no produce! 


Yes, my dear. 

Midway between the desert and the homeland 

Many things may be different, but I see some similarities. 
I'm writing to you today because you're in the desert. 

In a deer's eye illusion, day and night 

Probably near the cemetery. 

Run, run; I'm also in my hometown. 

There is both night and day in the same mirage. 

I switch back and forth quietly. 

The village and cremation 


Indeed on that particular day. 

Someone's hand will not be able to grip it, 

nor will it be able to elevate us. 

That is, to us on that particular day. 

It cannot be separated from the land by the world. 

To say goodbye, our relatives add only two handfuls of earth. 
There is a risk that newspapers will print condolences 

such as "Goodbye, Wishing you eternal peace, keep calm." 
Always be careful. That's me. 
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A Short Message 


Hi, Brother! 

Currently, only tears, not water, flow through the river. 
The rain has flooded this river. 

Floodwaters are inundating villages, towns, and cities. 
When you called, and no one answered the phone here, 
or remittances sent from there 

If the receipt is not received or returned, 

Be aware that your family is not present here. 

Here was a natural disaster. 

The landslide completely devastated the village. 
Disaster swept the surrounding villages and towns. 
Some may be looking for rescue and uncovering. 

The corpse or the alive hope is located 

by removing the earth and reburying it in the soil. 
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Alone in the springtime 


Today 
One early morning, 


It shook me awake with the sound of birds chirping. 


A pair of birds and their vibration with 
Featuring music, dance, and singing 
My past startled me awake. 

We have ahead of us 

The Sun has risen in all its splendor. 

It is the location of my heart. 

Flowers that bloom. However, I will offer it to you. 
What happened to you, dear? 

several years 

The new year roared. 

The caravan also became older. 

From the depths of my being 

Please come in! 

| 
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A bird with thirst in a city 


I want to drink. 

I arrived to fetch some water, so. 

I am at your house waiting for you. 

But you didn't let your heart's door open. 

Good day, landlord 

Around the house, where we used to live, was where I remembered I was. 
It happened that a sizable tree fell. 

We were eating fruits that were falling to the ground. 

Even the ponds are completely dry. 

Here were hidden flower buds. 


Not just birds anymore—all people now call the city home. 

I see that you have a water storage tank on the top of your home. 
I'm thirsty now, and that water tank is far larger. 

For drinking, the lid is, however, closed. 


The desert is your home to me. 

I am here as a guest, a bird. 

My flying and dancing will be seen by everyone on earth. 

Only I am singing, but who will listen to what I have to say? 

And who opens the door to the mind? 

A glass of water or two little tears can be used to quench my thirst. 
iT 
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The question mark (?) 


It is now the turn of time. 

A question mark appears here. 

I am encountering challenges as I go irrationally. 
My own shadow is right in front of me. 

He is interrogating me in this manner. 

Where do I go from here? 

before, after, or contrary to you. 

| | 
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Looking at the broken rainbow 


A partial rainbow 

Half happiness, half laughter 

never been observed, never found 

like if it were a dream or a life that wasn't complete. 


Now on 

I won't ask again 

Where the other half of the rainbow was. 
where an individual lacks half of their life 
Unseen half of life or a rainbow 

Perhaps someone has experienced 

the remaining portion of a rainbow of life. 


I won't worry about her lips anymore 

because I couldn't kiss them. 

In other words, the middle of the rainbow. 

I won't be digging anymore. 

seeing someone's shadow, at the very least, love 
Lovers may rejoice, even for a moment. 

She has a smile on her lips. 


To measure only half of my happiness for someone else. 


The newly formed life is more likely to connect 
Horizontal from timeline 

Occasionally, rays are seen. 

and then disappears 

Almost like a rainbow! 


Dear me! 

I am alone in a remote part of existence, 

staring at the Sun, the ocean, and the ground below. 
I sit and think about someone while laughing. 

I chuckle when I occasionally forget something. 
Oh, the rainbow of life! 

Ah, a partial rainbow! 

iT 
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In the city 


The capital city's 

On the freeway 

The beggars continue their journey. 

There are still beggars in every house in the city, o beggar! 
Do not visit the town where misery and evil reign supreme. 
There is music with explicit content playing everywhere. 
People run like lizards at all hours of the day and night. 


The city considers beggars as guests and does not offer them anything. 
The town only understands how to take advantage of others. 

It has no concern about feeding the poor. 

The city is working very hard to feed people who overeat. 

Good people are always kept going by it, 

and many friendly people began to travel this route. 

When they were eventually exhausted, 

the city crept up on them and slowly ate them up. 


Please, look at the town, you won't believe it. 
Only crows have unrestricted air travel. 
Cukoo is constantly moving in a cage. 

iT 
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The fate of Nirmala 


My sky is disgusting. 
I hadn't noticed it before. 


I'm gazing at the sky. 

There were no sun, moon, or stars. 

There is no breeze in the sky today. 

There is not a single cloud that is bringing rain. 
The sky is devoid of birds. 

There are no pigeons, doves, bees, or butterflies. 
There's also no wind or smell. 

In the sky today 

Bomber fog 

The north-south axis is breaking up. 

The east-west axis is cracking. 

Someday, under this brilliant sky. 

I'd never considered such an awful shadow falling before in my life. 


Nowadays, everyone in the house is talking about something. 
There is a lot of hostility and selfishness. 

People wouldn't lend him firewood to fuel his furnace. 
Neighbors had forgotten to return salt and assist. 

We use the same well for the kitchen. 

A dishonest person has polluted the water. 

Neighbours have stopped walking and are no longer living together. 
They've clashed since their faces aren't the same. 

They are arguing over tiny details. 

They are confused because they do not understand the language. 
The negotiations have ended. 

The road has gotten a little tricky here and there. 

The persons on the street cannot be identified. 

The bubble has burst, flying sands of doubt, 

I'm concerned that even during the day, the earth is gloomy. 


Most possibly, 

We might have acquired these two eyes to view something 
that shouldn't be seen. 

Buddha has his eyes shut. 

The pride of our cherished has been taken. 

She seems to have been born in a horrible womb. 
Our objective is comparable to that of 

a young girl from a low-income home 

who is routinely being raped by a villain 
Children are born in our day and age 

as a result of unintended pregnancies 

and are considered fatherless. 


Your dreams from the past and present 
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Your lips and forehead lost their purpose and appeal. 


Nirmala, 

I never thought that someone could take advantage of you! 
I apologize deeply. 
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Deliberate Feticide 


We lost girls and future mothers 
even while they were still in the womb. 


Gender identification occurred 

as a result of sex discrimination. 

Creator has become a destroyer. 

The doctor removed the fetus from a hospital 
by turning on the lamp during the day. 


Covert abortions are being performed 

before the birth of countless girls. 

Nobody weeps in the presence of a probable mother's death. 
Why was her life rejected? 

Nobody is prepared to provide an answer. 


I study the same mother 

and father's heart and shameless soul. 

It looks fantastic. 

The family coerced a woman into having an abortion 
and then having a daughter. 

She braces herself to be raped by culture on occasion. 
| | 
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Nowadays 


Mom! Why am I having nightmares these days? 

Animals pursued, birds stung. 

Water had flooded the area, and the wind had driven it away. 
While soaring, I collided with a rock. 

The disorganized, restless mind is all around you. 


Mom! Why am I here now? 

Do I have night terrors? 

Is there a curse somewhere? 

I mean, wouldn't it be lovely to have a pillow? 
I shiver and dream. 

I constantly cry and laugh. 


Mom! Why am I here now? 

Do I have night terrors? 

Nowadays, I see unmet ambitions everywhere in my nightmares. 
Dukhiya, Suntali, and Dolma are in difficulties in another country. 
Mankumari, who traveled to Korea, is now in danger. 

In the Arabian Sun, Phulmaya's face faded. 

On a dark moon, Chandrakala's life was raped. 

I am sorry to count Ash Bahadurs' corpses in airport boxes every day. 
I'm having trouble sleeping right now, mama. 


My heart is as devastated as the Saptakoshi dam. 

Beliefs are dispersed among the slums. 

My religion has been silenced. 

Who shattered us? 

How do we lose identity? 

Because of our enmity for one another and greedy leaders, 
foreigners took away our grandeur. 


Mom! These are the days of consuming blood and tears. 


I am currently in a dreadful condition of suffering under the guise of life! 
| | 
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Interesting competition. 


Come on, guys! 

Let's see who can crack the mud pot first! 

Nowadays, people 

Sneezing and coughing 

Countless words are coming out of the mouth. 

They are wearing masks to keep small viruses away. 

They couldn't, however, resist making small conversation. 

The noteworthy competitors are competing in a mud-pot-breaking game. 


They are now occupied and agitated. 

Masks covered their mouths. 

It made it seem like a blindfold 

They are holding a selfish stick, which makes the crowd chuckle. 
Hand and stick 

relocating here and there 

Sometimes he stares at something with a stick to smash it. 

They rush up and down the stairs. 

Fear, dread all around. 


See, it's about to hit, and it's getting close to breaking. 
The audience claps. 

On one of the display enclosure's sides 

Some people's eyes flash like lightning. 

On the other side, there is a sorrowful dark cloud. 
That scene floats above the clouds. 


Today 

Long limbs are acting selfishly on our playground. 

The game has devolved into a naked dance contest. 

How long will you amuse the crowd while wearing failure medals? 
You make people laugh for a split second before making them cry. 


Oh, a well-known athlete 

By seducing, misleading, and threatening the populace, 
you gained their support. 

Remember that everyone's age is set, 

and the vessel of sin will break when yours does. 

Then, you'll enter the annals of history. 

If travellers' confidence is low or 

If the presented flowers of faith do not remain in place 
It will eventually settle on the earth and 

crumble into dust when it falls to the ground. 


During playtime 

If a player performs honestly, 
there will be handclapping. 
However, if you play unfairly, 
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those hands will gather stones and toss them at you. 
Exercise extreme caution. 

Time is a spectator and 

The spectator is time. 
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In search of a morning 


I can no longer live in this smoky room. 

I am unable to adapt to this tiny size and flaw. 

It is dispersed, much like the current flooding. 

I keep taking blows from all directions. 

I'm gripping the sharp stones of doubt and regret 

for existing without a purpose and existing as a dead person. 


I'm pouring out of my eyes like a never-ending flood. 

I do, however, feel refreshed. 

The sound is created by combining my sigh and the river's sigh. 
I sway like the ocean. 

In the dead of night, I wake up and get up. 


Dear! 

I'm having difficulty dealing with the present. 

I've been battling the long night. 

I agree with the time to get up in the morning. 

Even though fire is destroying the present, 

I am resisting the smoke that is enveloping the bright shine. 
However, a road my age crosses the line nearby. 
What an evening. 

Don't forget to wake up the cockcrow in the morning; 
I'll be there because I'm constantly travelling. 
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Testimonial 


We are always at the bottom of the Moon, 
surrounded by a chilly and gloomy night. 
But why don't we shine as brightly as diamonds? 


The base of the lamp 

Dark disasters poured out. 

We scattered like shadows. 

Why don't we all burn like candles? 


Even Buddha no longer ever leaves the monastery. 

There are statues of God, Allah, 

and the Lord, in mosques, temples, and churches. 

In our neighbourhood or the city 

How many more mountains are there in this country overall? 
How many people grow up in poverty? 


to this nation 

Some call it the land of peace, 

while others see it as a battleground. 

Yes, with us. 

There are four poles and four directions. 

Who fights all the time? Always pick the equation, 
and the nation is continuously pillaged. 

There isn't anyone else here. 

They both triumph and fail. 

They both produce and demolish their own. 


We are erecting shameless disorder taller than Mount Everest. 


It stands as an accomplishment. 

A brave race that sacrifices itself for the sake of others 
They did nothing to benefit themselves. 

Countless records of infirmities 

Now the black letter inscribed in the present 

We are very near to get 

A very Failure certificate. 

O valiant Nepali 

Get up right now. 

| | 
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By touching the image 


When you kiss me on the lips 
Perhaps you mistook it for a flower. 
I was living in your eyes. 

What I assumed at the time 

Our affection is deep. 

Dear! 

I am still falling into the river! and 
Streaming freely into you. 

| 


Self-Reflection at the Moment - - - e-book - - - Nawa Raj Subba 


35 


Springtime Alone 


Aha! 

The tone of this spring season 

Flowering plants' allure and enchantment 

Consider the case of a young lady with a seam on her head. 


This time of year is like a floral arrangement. 
In return for any good deed 
It is a decorated theatre with flower petals or leaves spread on the ground. 


Each year in April. 

A passionate fan believes 
Someone is calling again, 

who throws a Jacaranda vessel. 

It knocks on the door every spring. 


I arrive at your stem. 

We can't meet up the same way even though there are no thorns. 

The height of the flowers in the sky makes things impossible to pick up. 
By observing the surroundings, it remembers the past. 

Whether it is called Valentine's Day or Lover's Day, 

I always celebrate it by myself in the spring. 
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Hello, mosquito. 


I have a mosquito who is fascinated with me. 
Bites on the lips, cheeks, and ears 

Even while sleeping at night, 

the love song continues to hum in the ear. 
Perhaps it conveys my affection for you. 
That is why I now scratch it sweetly, 

While awake or dreaming. 


Aha! This rubbing is so much fun! 

More than that, naturally dancing to the music 
Patting the beloved mosquito with joy. 

| | 
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Tilusion 


Early in the morning 

A lizard rushed out. 

I climbed up on my back. 

It may be supposed I am his uncle. 

Likewise, an insect appeared in the evening. 

A lizard jumped out early in the morning 

and crawled up on my back. 

I may be his uncle. 

In the evening, a bug appeared. 

And perched on my cheek was a juvenile mosquito. 
It might also think of me as his maternal uncle. 
What do the thinkers comprehend? 

If I adore them tenderly with my hands 
Cuddling, cuddling, cuddling 

Even while performing gestures of kindness 
for our families and neighbours, 

our hopes were crushed. 


Nowadays, the heart is squeezed 

like bitter gourd leaves. 

Knowledge of first aid therapy 

Let us refer to it as "empty ink." 

from a failed love letter. 

These letters are almost worthless! 

How often will this occur? 

On the rear, whose cheeks are they? 

I was astounded since I was being deceived 
in the same way, as insects go to life and 
die subconsciously on multiple occasions. 
iT 
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The frog's song 


Odd sound 

The frog's song 

It is not appealing to me. 

Man's imagination 

The dispersion of stars by the frog 

I spy a black tadpole. 

Who eats on their own? 

They are self-sufficient. 

They throw themselves into the well. 
Regardless of how strongly you desire 
They were trapped in the pool. 

No matter how loud you yell, 

Frogs cannot emerge from the mud. 


The frog may imagine the shadow on the water. 


The mirrored image of the sky 

The mood is intended to be dynamic. 
That supposed song in the air 

To the gushing waves of the pond 
He's dancing like he's made a difference. 
No matter what you say 

Swimming in the tears of others 
Dancing or living in an unusual way 
These are amphibians. 

They performed a song. 

It doesn't sit well with me. 

Hl 
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A distinction between people and sheep 


Individuals sleep and awaken. 

The sheep also go to sleep and get up. 

Both sheep and people stroll. 

In the same way that sheep generate offspring, so do people. 
Man chews grass like a sheep does. 


Then, both the sheep and the people cross to the opposite side. 
What makes the difference? 

The sheep are killed when they plunge from the cliff. 

Instead of dying on the cliffs, people commit suicide. 

There is support and terror for people. 

There are a lot more than those. 


Finally, back on the path of life 

Sheep die on their own time, in their way. 

A sheep dies with honour. 

Sheep never commit suicide because they are depressed. 
People are, nonetheless, at ease here. 

It hangs itself on the inside and outside and dies in the veins. 
Individuals are nonetheless proud to be human. 

As Survivors. 

| | 
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Life of Football 


I love life as much as football. 
To reach the aim, I also kicked it like a ball. 


But Balls strikes back violently. 

The cruel world kicks me around like a ball all the time. 
Some people believe you lost. 

Even some make that victory claim. 

I am, however, actively playing in this competition. 


However, there hasn't yet been a game-changing goal 
in the Gold Cup competition that is life. 

I never stop playing. 

My life is like a contest when there is no winner. 
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A crying senior citizen 


Not so long ago 
It appears to be 
I sowed a seed of hope somewhere on the earth. 
I was ecstatic somewhere deep beneath the rock. 


But I'm at a loss! No! 
Who snatched it? 


A child claimed that someone had taken something from him. 


A child is sobbing. 

Tripping on the ground 
Crying in this way as a child, 
I matured into a senior citizen. 
Today I'm thrilled. 

iT 
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Following the Fire 


In a burning structure 

What the hell am I thinking? 

My poem was obliterated. 

I lost my love song. 

I was unable to shield my emotions. 

My power and expertise were reduced to ashes. 

Things that were left to burn did not survive, nor did my sweat. 
The tears also weren't extinguished. 

A fire raged on, spreading flames to the sky. 

In my mind, smoke billowed like a hurricane. 

I was on fire within. 

Now that I'm holding some ash, I feel bitterness and sorrow. 
I am witnessing the truth. 

My pleasant eyesight, days, relatives, flavours, 

and fragrances were all unexpectedly lost. 
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In a Graveyard 


Up to now 

Unknowingly, 

I flowed with happiness in the song 

and conveyed hope in the poem, 

and I believe it is now so much. 

The empty sky may be complete now. 

The tidal wave may have subsided. 

Now, the spring blossoms have faded. 
When it withers unexpectedly before flowering 
My destination died on the road 

as the movements of my eyes came to a halt. 


Today I am preparing a grave. 

I said goodbye to my beautiful faith 
and covered them in mud. 

I said goodbye to the deceased 
before locking the door on hope. 
My eyes could not contain the tears, 
and my lips became dry and pallid. 
I wish to cross this distance 

and get to your village beyond. 

iT 
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A mind during a funeral 


Only a river, wind fog, 

and a hazy sky are visible to me. 
One deep breath, one hand full, 
and the chest-pounding heartbeat. 


I am looking at the five elements. 
A lifeless body surrounded by 
sand, earth, smoke, and flowers. 


At a funeral, 

I am a bearer of grief. 

I have met a Satya on my life's path. 
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Poetry in the City 


Shame is worthless in urban settings. 
People are moving around shamelessly. 
The body is covered in seductive perfume 
applied while partially clothed. 

There are no hearts to be found. 
Emotions are being crushed. 

Humans have become machines. 


They have evolved into automated money counters. 


They possess a phone and a card for an ATM. 
Ah, poet, Don't read the poem aloud. 

Due to their constant need for speed, 

people hardly listen to poetry today. 

Run without regard to your destination. 

iT 
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Climate Change 


Cloud seems unconcerned about our singing. 
The never-ending thunder 

It's pouring outside, which is upsetting. 
The horror cloud appears every year. 
The procession is going on 

in our bodies and minds. 

The sounds are jarring. 

The monsoon is intensifying. 
Thunderstorms rage. 

The Demons' Dance 

Disrupt our appreciation for nature. 


What kind of precipitation is this? 
There was no field grown 

to provide food for the stomach. 

I couldn't put my hands 

on the ground to distract myself. 
Weeds have taken over the crop. 
Thorns grew faster than flowers. 
These two suspicious eyes are looking 
for the colour of Life. 

During the monsoon season, 

I appreciate chest pains. 

Numerous landslide wounds 
Life-altering innumerable floods 
I'm ready to fight them 

because I still have a lot to live for, 
and I'm prepared to deal with 
unseasonal and unexpected strikes. 
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Opportunity 


In life 
I'm standing at a crossroads, 
watching the action unfold. 


He arrived from somewhere. 

And take a moment to stand in front of me. 
He was staring at me from head to toe. 

He looked at me and caressed me. 

And as he went away, 

he asked, "Don't you know who I am?" 


I was confused and disturbed. 
I had the impression of seeing him 
somewhere in a dream. 


Numerous times 

I experienced a significant setback 

since I was unaware of the opportunity 

that had come my way. 

We are still at a crossroads as terrible players. 
We are becoming older as we stand. 


It is not authentic; we did not have the opportunity. 


However, we have lost sight of the potential. 
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My God! 


It would help if you did not laugh or cry. 

Do not speak or converse. 

It would help if you did not shake for an indefinite period. 

In sculptural temples, mosques, or monasteries 

By transforming into a stone atop a hill or in a temple 

Simply sitting with your eyes closed. 

There is no restlessness and only serenity in the soul. 

Bloodshed in the guise of sacrificial offering in front of the GodGod 
Thieves, liars, or criminals confessing their faults and asking for blessings 
It is difficult for a statue to become a God. 


The pilgrims wash their sins away. 

And they keep up their curse after returning. 

Nobody wants to write the truth because nobody can speak it. 
Even GodGod thinks it is best to keep silent. 

Maybe this is why this power has lasted up until this point. 


Hypocrisy, worldliness, or nonsense 

hushedly pretending not to hear or see anything 

How horrible is GodGod, to sit on a wall or 

any other seat for years and watch crimes happen? 

The thirsty Pilgrims congregate before the throne of GodGod. 

The sound of birds chirping The situation of the monkey is developing. 


People are stuck in front of the temple and are hungry. 
They were unable to use the entrance to get inside. 
Stumbling and remaining motionless, 

seeing everything while trying not to notice 

How challenging it must be to be quiet forever! 

You have become a God in this way! 

|| 


Self-Reflection at the Moment - - - e-book - - - Nawa Raj Subba 


49 


Crows 


The crow, Kag, speaks all the time. 

Kag, crows, are all crowing. 

It never stops circling us. 

It keeps flying over us. 

Those black ravens speak frequently. 

Kag and Kag alone 

The crows continue to yell. 

Morning or evening 

In either the day or the night 

seasons of winter or spring 

Whether there is trouble or joy among the neighbours 
Whether or not individuals are satisfied 
The sound of the crow is undifferentiated. 
His voice does not appear to have changed. 
The crow is also perpetually crowing. 


All crows are alike. 

The crows just kept crowing wherever found, 

that is, anywhere he was seen. 

The crow chuckles and the crow weeps. 

His reaction is the same, even if you devour it or 

throw a stone at him. Kag 

Only the Kag is exempt. 

This crow's darkness 

A crow's croaking sound 

Regardless of how much you push, whether called or not, 

It constantly moves around the house, whether you like it or not. 
Perhaps, It is taking care of us. 

It looks like a messenger sent by someone who cares about us. 
The crow's warning signal 

How intelligent, and the message is intriguing. 
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At the Tihar festival, this mind. 


I am picking up a burning lamp in the comer of my heart. 

A brilliant light shines through the door. 

A marry gold was linked to the garland in a never-failing thread of hope. 
It is for the brothers’ long lives and happiness. 

Tihar, A prosperous festival to us! 


I got choked up thinking about how many brothers and sisters cried. 

For years, my brow has been devoid of Bhai Tika. 

We are the relatives of those who have moved to another country for work. 

I was in such a foul mood now; I remembered my favourite cuisine, Cell Roti, 
and the constant ding of the mountain. 

I recall playing Deusi with a group of friends. 


This mindset inevitably leads to the village. 

The village sheds many tears when I am not present for the celebration. 
When I return to the village, perhaps no one will recognise me! 

They could wonder where you've gone so far! 

Allow me to cry and laugh while I recall Tihar here. 

The heart is unhappy on the outside. 
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Atonement 


You offered me a gift after a lengthy period of waiting. 
It has a smokey aroma when a heart is opened with love. 


Flowers as a present paying it forward 

It has become an ember. 

The tongue salivated like a cobra within your mouth. 
I feel and touch your fingers 

The edge of the poisoned bayonet sparkled. 

The heart and chest are both pricked. 

We are surviving widowed life. 


O freedom fighter, 

You had to keep the people's dreams alive. 

What did you do with it? 

The war's black symbol 

It's drenched in tears. 

Do you have an atonement handkerchief in your pocket? 
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During the winter 


Just no sun this January 
However, there is a rap in both hands 
and smoke and tears in the eyes. 


Breathing becomes laboured, and you wipe your nose. 


The fire is lit after gathering wood, 
and there is sweet chatter. 

It makes tickling noises. 

Talk while laughing aloud. 

Enjoy clears the mind. Right now, 
there is open gossip around the fire. 
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Instead, I tolerate abuse. 


Yes, my dear. 

My name is Dahi-Chiure. 

Yogurt alone isn't enough for me. 

Bitten Rice is also required to complete it. 

A banana is preferred. 

Please provide me with as much information as possible. 

That will never be enough for me. 

That necessitates scientific investigation. 

Yes, the earth is insufficient; I need to fly. 

I don't get enough direct sunlight. As a result, I rely on moonlight. 
Please let me know if you call me Dahichiure under the same guise. 
That number one is me. 


Mundhum is my favourite food. 

I admire the Vedas just as much as the Koran, the Bible, or the Tripitaka. 
I value everyone's knowledge equally. 

Please do not bestow a badge on me. 

I love everyone equally; I saved your love; I also covered the dam of betrayal; 
I regard history and cherish the present; 

I admire the future, not just the gift. 

You're always wondering whether it's white or black. 

The answer is usually a slight yes or slight no. 

If you ask me if it is day or night, 

I will tell you that it is the day of dawn or the rising of the next day. 
Please refrain from abusing me. 

Instead, I assume responsibility and am always prepared. 


I say no if you ask me whether I want to travel here or there. 
Yes, I am a traveller looking for a cool shade. 

I drink from any stream when I'm thirsty. 

But I can't sing peacock-like spring tunes. 

I'm not even able to sniffle. 

When do I need to use sunlight or moonlight? 
Nobody is enough for me. 

I require a clear sky to see just 

as much as the earth to walk. 

As much as you disliked watching my trick, 

I am willing to face your thousand charges instead. 


I am no longer able to join you in your hymns. 

I'm seeking life in things like computers and objects 

you assume they are dead. 

I must now put the computer's artificial intelligence to the test. 
The man appeared daunted by the technology he needed to know. 
God's man from yesterday slaughtered half of the people 

and saved the other half. 
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People are dressing up as Superman these days. 

Humans are becoming devices, and machines are becoming humans. 
Is there no human in his state power? 

I'm worried because the other half of the group will be perfect! 

The same concern is currently on my mind. 


Hello, present! 

I still love you as much as I did before, 

and I am thrilled about the future. 

Instead, I accept the charge graciously. 

The past, present, and future, on the other hand. 

I am willing to eat curd, chiura, and banana in this state. 
I embrace Dahichiure's charge and welcome your abuse. 
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Mundhum 


The ears are ringing. 

Dangling from the lips, living in people's heads 
The Creator summons a sermon or an order. 
Mundhum possesses tremendous knowledge power. 


It gets to a wellspring of life. 

A beautiful golden moming 

The universe, the planet, and all life 

Mundhum is the soul of non-living things. 

It preserves the life made from a mixture 
Protected from flooding, malnutrition, and war. 


The creativity of Ningwa Bhuhmang 
Porokmi Yamphami put forth a lot of effort for us. 
Mundhum demonstrates the value of Sammangs. 


There, the kids of Khejingna Mejingna were developing. 


Action is a Mundhum and a song of life 
that governs people, light, land, and the sky. 


Muna Tembe was a far-off, broad plain. 

It served as both a playground and a battleground. 
Mindhum remembers Lepmuhang and the flood 

and how God came to their aid. 

Keep in mind the Nuwangi cultivation and providing. 
Saint Kandenhang has lessons for us to learn. 
Yehang has given you some instructions. 


Susunge Lalungs' Story is told. 

It suggests a dual existence of sin and good. 

A never-ending cycle of victories and setbacks, 
the glorious tale of life's adversity 

A cheerful Mundhum is raising every low head. 


Nature ought to be respected. 

Go live together all the time. 

Mundhum counsels against using force. 

Mundhum warns against lying or committing theft. 
cultivation of crops in the fields 

Don't forget to serve Nwangi when ripening. 

Keep in mind the powerful God Ningwa Bhumang. 


How to defend yourself from famines and other 

How to stop and treat the disease there 

Always build up your strength for mountain climbing. 
People save because farming provides a living. 
Remember that it extends everywhere. 

The light beam never breaks, which is knowledge. 
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Ningwa Bhumang is meditation, teaching, and learning. 


Kirat grew as a result of the construction of a fort. 

They overcame starvation and flood while winning the battle. 
A great number of individuals died and were reborn, 

They were all connected in the great journey. 

Understand that this is only the journey of the enlightened. 

A narrative that uses the same language is called Mundhum. 
It is the suffering of those who share their opinions. 
Mundhum is the source of light that illuminates the path. 

It is a conviction that opens one's heart. 


Like the Euphrates and Tigris rivers, 

the plains of Muna and Babylon, 

and the flow of a yellow river. 

Eurasian continent, Tibet, Burma, Assam, 

crossing the Saptakoshi confluence and the Ganges plain. 
flowing like the Arun, Barun, and Tamber Khola rivers 
waves, troops, and grasslands in abundance 

Mundhum was raised dancing among the mountains and hills. 
It seems to have been swallowed but is still present in the mouths. 
The message is memorable and easily recalled in and of itself. 
Aha! Don't forget Mundhum and Tagera Ningwa Bhumang. 
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A Letter from Lepmuhang 


My young ones! 

There is a way to live via dying. 

The actions we've taken and victories 
While looking over the memory sheet, 

I am content that my DNA is still present 
even though I am no longer here. 

Even though I am older than you, 

I am excited to chat with you. 

Today, I'm happy. I'm thrilled right now. 


The morning after a flood is how life is. 


This ability to speak beyond death is a sign from the ancestors. 


As I sailed the boat of life and inhaled deeply to one side, 
I was also in flood. 

I do recall those times. 

Between the filthy mud and the ruins, 

there was nothing to give you anything but hope. 

I'll feed you because you stated you were hungry. 

Join me in quenching your thirst. 

There was nothing but what I already knew. 

That was the starting point of the knowledge I used. 

You planted seeds of wisdom once you had crossed the flood. 
Through learning, Mang Tagera Ningwabhu gave us life. 
And on the land, many people lived. 

Tegera Ningwa Bhumang, 

the all-powerful deity, has our gratitude. 


I bring up that extraordinary rite every year. 

Don't forget first to offer ripe foods to God. 

Take fruits, trees, cereals, or other plants. 

Encourage effort, education, and science. 

Wisdom will shine brightly in life, and fortune will chuckle. 
The building that touched the heavens has fallen. 

So, the message should go throughout the entire hierarchy. 
Make it seem like everyone is understanding. 

Mundhum uses a common tongue for communication. 
Finally, dear children, 

Have faith, but don't be superstitious about knowledge. 
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Mother tongue 


The calligraphy etched by papa's hand is my vision. 
It was my mother's lap where I learned my mother tongue. 


All Nepali rhythms are Deuda Lakhe Jhinjhiya Dhannach 
and Satar Serpa Kirati Maithili and Rodi dance. 

What a great technique to screw folks over. 

It was my mother's lap where I learned my mother tongue. 


Over time, many human civilizations died out. 

The blossom of wisdom faded as it made discriminations. 
Then existence is our defining culture and tongue. 

It was my mother's lap where I learned my mother tongue. 


Let us save our culture by acknowledging it. 

It keeps us from extending our consciousness all over the place. 
Endangered language culture is also our familiar human rhythm. 
It was my mother's lap where I learned my mother tongue. 
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The Ancient Song 


Mother is my tongue, and father is my letter. 
We are beautiful creations hope of our ancestors. 
Personality is culture; feelings are literature. 
That is holy religion that loves all creatures. 


People travelled places and created a language. 

They talked to each other; thus, they got more united. 
Fights occurred as people couldn't understand speech. 
Thus people realized to comprehend all languages. 


Dialect was not enough; we needed to send a message. 
For remembrance, the man left symbols on the passage. 
Emotions are found expressed in the picture in the cave. 
That is how our ancestors developed script and language. 


Our forefathers feared fire when they saw it for the first time. 
Instead, they find a helpful fire for life and worship it as divine. 
Once Men cook the meat on the fire, they find the food OK. 
That is why they protected and cherished the fire day and night. 
| | 
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The mother tongue chant 


Your originality is in the language and script. 
With other people's feathers, we cannot soar. 

Never disregard your native language. 

Keep in mind the national tongue and culture. 


Leave the country and go wherever you want in the world. 
Nepaleseness, civilization, and culture should spread. 

The confluence of the Mechi, Koshi, Gandaki, and Mahakali rivers 
Inside the chest, they must move in rhythm with the heartbeat. 


A great dream of a parent is now in your hands. 

After they leave, the sky will follow you everywhere. 
Forefather will bless you if you never, ever bend your head. 
You should fulfill your father's wish right now. 


May you serve as a beautiful bridge for future generations. 
Show a struggling image of the forefathers as well. 

Our ancestors’ anguish is in our blood, in our souls. 

They have always blessed us with a fruitful life. 
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Mundhum Chant 


Ear-to-ear 

Sitting in the mind 

Hanging from mouth to mouth 

God is preaching 

The Creator's Challenge 

Mundhum Shakti has great knowledge. 


Mundhum is the fountain of life. 
The rising golden morning 
Universe, Earth, and Life 

The life of the formless inanimate 
Flood, famine, war 

Life is made of clay and ashes. 


The imagination of Ningwa Bhumang 
Dream of Porokmi Yamphami 
Chanting the origin of Sammangs 
Establishment of Khezingna Mezingna 
Sky, light, ocean, new 

Created things and lives. 


Munatembe is the genesis ground. 
Manghang who overcomes famine 

The story of the Lepmuhang Holocaust 
Creation rescue and life-giving 

Wise Kandenhang rose like a star 

He is the one who sets up a routine. 


The story of Susunge-Lalunge 
A life story of sin and virtue 
This long journey of loss 

Life — Struggle and Glory 

Life is not to be angry 

To raise the head is Mundhum. 


Never do violence 

Let's not pretend to steal 
Nature-worship remember Mundhum 
Be friendly to live together 
Cultivated crops 

Picked when ripe 

Don't forget to offer the Nuwangi 
Keep Ningwa Bhumang. 
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Saga of Barahkshetra 


Baraha, the patriarchal region, 

You have a historical relationship. 
The epic tale of Kirat's Mundhum 
Long live ancestor King Kokohang. 


A culture that values history 
Baraha, the patriarchal region, 
That hangs in mind like Mundhum. 
Baraha, the historical region, 


Mundhum,, tell us everything. 

That is a path of the Kirat civilization. 
Tungdunge's site Kokoha Baraha 
Forefathers came to Mewakhola Samba. 
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Country music 


A hero who always upholds the hopes of the people. 
Come one and all, unitedly raise your hands in support. 
It takes a high head to preserve Nepal's honor. 

Do not compromise your morals; always be sincere. 


Don't go around sucking blood like a hungry mosquito. 
After winning the public's vote, never again be overweight. 
We don't accept payment for our invaluable assistance. 

Do not forget, folks, once you have won the election. 


Hello, leaders don't abuse the will of the people. 
Do not stifle the voice of the people by using force. 
Sober people are being choked by price inflation. 
People are currently striving to survive as a nation. 


To earn money, our people work hard in foreign countries. 
Families not spending their money wisely have become frivolous. 
The slack government is not working for the good of the people. 
National leaders care for themselves and not about the people. 

| | 
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Environmental Chant 


Everywhere every year, There has been climate change. 

These days, both the winters and the summers are more extreme. 
Grain harvests have dropped as a result of water shortages. 
Environmental degradation has taken away Safe lives and places. 


Plastic, in some respects, has made our lives easier. 

It is now viewed as a significant environmental degrader. 
Pollution included the farm road, the river as well as air. 
People have been devastated globally by floods and fire. 


When you burn plastic, you get a lot of smoke there. 

The sun burns the sky because smoke melts the ozone layer. 
Temperature melts snow in the Himalayas year by year. 

Ice lakes overflow, which causes floods and landslides there. 


Sell broken pieces so that goods can be reused. 
Consider how discarded items can be rephrased. 
Store biodegradable garbage in a separate bucket. 
The molten substance is converted into compost. 
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Oh Queen Betana pond 


I'm thirsty for water, 

and your beauty has captivated me. 

You are quenching my thirst. 

Oh, beauty queen, my heart is overflowing. 


If I don't die, I'll return, 

so let's do the paddy dance. 

We'll meet together again after planting the farm, and we'll dance. 
Dear, we'll have a Dhan Nach. 


After touring Terai, hills, and mountains, this mind becomes unstable. 
Today, both the cold and the heat are too much for me. 

My physique suffered as a result of the changing seasons. 

As aresult, I came to see you. 


Life is spent waiting for you to reappear. 

In your absence, I persuaded myself. 

Keep in mind not to be melancholy, dear soul. 
Don't be depressed, sweetheart. 
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Population Chant 


Let's make sure our daughter has a good education. 
Then only gets married once she reaches adolescence. 


Having children is only permitted after the age of twenty. 
Use an effective form of contraception without hesitation. 


In the space of three years, she had two children. 
For the sake of your health, have no more than two kids. 


Bringing up a large family has challenges. 
When things are manageable, maintaining health is simple. 


Land does not grow in response to population growth. 
There is no such thing as demand-driven production. 


There will be no peace in the house because there are so many people. 
There is always tension, illness, and a lack of education. 


Unmanaged families create a bad society and a developing country. 
Resources and facilities will be scarce for such a large population. 


We need more water, not more deforestation, in our jungle. 
Floods and landslides contribute to climate change. 


When the population grows, the forests die. 


Degradation of the environment causes disasters. 
| | 
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Health Chant 


The key to life is good health. 
Keeping a healthy body and mind, 
Must follow virtue in the practice 
You have to be a good person in life. 


If you run out of money, don't worry. 

Worry a little when you experience health issues. 
However, losing the character is a big issue. 
Your achievement and renown are worthless. 


Never smoke or don't use alcohol. 

Do not touch drugs or tranquilizers. 
Avoid junk food and take a healthy diet. 
Always play something and exercise. 
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The mind in an earthquake 


I appeared out of nowhere when there was an earthquake. 
Why has this thought become so frightening today? 

The entire room shook their heads. 

What happened to me today? 


When I look out the window, 

I notice that all the windows and doors are open. 
Flowers chuckle when they shout from a distance. 
The pupil of the eye is also visible. 

But why is the scene moving differently? 


Is it attempting to communicate with me? 
What an amazing sight! This environment is unbearable to me. 
Let's go, and then we'll sit. Why me? 


What caused this heartbreak? 

Someone raises their hand as if summoned from a distance. 
Even the tired mind softened considerably. 

My heart is still not discouraged. 
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Corona Lockdown Chant 


During the lockdown, let's stay at home and read a book. 
Don't forget to abide by the Corona prevention guidelines. 


The coronavirus causes the pandemic's propagation. 
Cold-like symptoms worsen shortness of breath and death. 


Coughing, mild fever, and difficulty breathing 
It primarily affects the lungs and reduces oxygen levels. 


Take care of the elderly, diabetics, and cardiac patients. 
Remember, they are highly susceptible to infections. 


Let us keep our hands clean to avoid transmission. 
Let us greet each other by saying hello without shaking hands. 


Always use handkerchiefs to cover our coughs and sneezes. 
Otherwise, cough while placing your mouth under your elbow. 


Never forget to wear a mask when you walk outside properly. 
Continue to wash your hands with soap and water or sanitizer. 


The virus can spread through goods and money. 
Avoid crowds since they can spread the causal agent. 


Maintain a one-meter space between persons. 
There must be care for suspicious and ill people. 


For our own sake, the rules prevent the disease. 
Let us first take care of ourselves and others. 


Inform your family and neighbors about this. 


Let us recall the slogan "survival and restoration." 
| 


Self-Reflection at the Moment - - - e-book - - - Nawa Raj Subba 


Short Composition 


212 
I'm not an evergreen tree. 

Neither am [ a bright umbrella. 

I'm willing to squat down like an umbrella 
and carry it in your bag for all time 

if fantastic, give me an old privilege. 


Ds 
I speak for those who are unable to do so. 

I also sing songs of love nonstop. 

Call it a song or love, whatever you choose. 
I am a strong bullet in their weak hands. 


Bs 
First and foremost, I can't laugh well. 
I can't sing unless I touch you. 

I am the flute of your lips and fingers 
and cannot occur without your breath. 


-4- 
I have seen both positive and negative things happen. 
Several things have also been penned in my mind. 

Writing a demonstration of something is challenging. 


The arrow appeared to be still headed in my direction. 


ae 
You failed to succeed. 

Only effective in suffocating aspirations. 
You broke hearts and killed people, 

but you failed to win people's hearts. 


ae 
This step appears to be about to take a turn. 
The aching heart is beginning to fail. 

Life is no longer like living together. 

The upper hand appears to be slipping. 


is 
Why do I like it when birds cry? 

I like cleaning a handkerchief. 

It aches occasionally, but why? 
This touching heart appeals to me. 


ins 
Let's say I'm as good as the image. 
If my youth, like poetry, is eternal. 
If I had you as my own, 

our love wouldn't be eternal. 
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Eos 
Ino longer cry to myself in this way. 
I realized I'm no longer yours. 

Don't look at me, my love; 

I'm not touching your portrait. 


-10- 
I couldn't do what I wanted to do for you, 

and I couldn't touch you no matter how hard I tried. 
So don't show up, moon, in my unlucky sky. 

The eyes could not explain the frigid thirst. 


ze 
I had sewed the pocket's mouth shut. 

Maybe I drank a little something someplace. 
What causes an innermost object to leak? 

I had only given her a love letter. 


-12- 
The Bandh has effectively closed the door to the future. 
The drama brought things to a halt at the stove. 

You say it's plain for the game, but all I see is a cliff. 
That's just our insanity and anarchy. 


Bee 
Those who come and curse Kathmandu. 

Nepali criticized Nepal for a wife's bane. 

Let me know who you are in Nepali costume. 

You are ruining highways, homes, and the country. 


-14- 
The leader transformed democracy into groups of individuals. 
They separated themselves into subgroups after the election. 
When leaders asked for a vote, they were like a cat. 

They mutated into lions and used corruption to build their palaces. 


46: 
There is some water. 

It might vanish somewhere. 
Although the tears have dried, 

A remained love story that shines. 


Gs 
You can take photographs in low light. 
Even hearts can be won over by love. 
If the mind bath with sunlight. 

The brain will activate a switch. 
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I realized that people's behaviour had changed. 


I noticed people changing their religion. 
What I am witnessing is much more. 
Life's core principles have shifted. 


-18- 
Employees value allowance more than salary. 
Leaders prioritize power over policy. 

Nepal's sovereign might is magnificent, 

as much as my ideas and soil pain me. 

| | 
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Tiny Composition (Chhok) 


oes 
Right now, I'm itching on my trunk. 
If scratching doesn't work, should I burn it? 


ae 
I will die, as we prophesied, and you will marry somewhere else. 
So, since we didn't plant anything yesterday, what do we eat now? 


aes 
Beauty stands majestic and out of grasp. 
That is, the sky's lips are primarily visible. 


-4- 
When I tried to touch you in the dream, you stepped away. 
If that's the case, why did you come into my life? 


a2 
I could never be as lovely as a flower. 
After you split up, I couldn't laugh. 
G5 


When it rains, the roof of my house leaks, 
and I wish I could plug every hole in the sky forever. 
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New Year's greetings 


Make the new year a hurricane instead. 

Permit the corona to vanish like sand. 

Let the New Year come in like rain, putting out many fires. 
Why do my eyes start to tear up every new year? 

Why does the New Year continue to rule each year? 

When will the new year be here? 

Bring creativity and vision so that. 

we can genuinely discover a New mood! 

Try something new, shall we? 

| 
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